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dismounted, when tlio hall-door opened and bis Grace and
Bertram came forth.

* Halloa, old fellow !' exclaimed Bertram, * only think of
your being here.    It seems an age since we  met.    The
Duchess was telling us about you at breakfast.*

* Go in and see them/ said the Duke, t there is a large
party at luncheon; Victoria Mont-airy is there.    Bertram
and I are obliged to go to Lincoln's Inn, something about
his election/

But Lothair murmured thanks and declined.

* What are you going to do with yourself to-day ?' said
the Duke.    And Lothair hesitating, his Grace continued:
* Well then, come and dine with us.'

4 Of course you will come, old fellow. I have not seen
you since you left Oxford at the beginning of the year.
And then we can settle about your term/ And Lothair
consenting, they drove away.

It was nine o'clock before they dined. The days were
getting very long, and soft, and sweot; the riding parties
lingered amid the pink May and the tender twilight breeze.
The Montairys dined that day at Crecy House, and a
charming married daughter without her husband, and Lord
.and Lady Clanmorne, who were near kin to the Duchess,
arid themselves so good-looking and agreeable that they
were as good at a dinner-party a a couple of first-rate
entrees. There was also Lord Carisbrookc, a young man
of distinguished air and appearance; his own master,
with a large estate, and thiee years or so older than
Lothair.

They dined in the Chinese saloon, which was of moderate
dimensions, but bright with fantastic forms and colours,
brilliantly lit up. It was the privilege of Lothair to hand
the Duchess to her seat. He observed that Lord Caris-
brooke was placed next to Lady Corisande, though he Iwui
not taken her out.